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another trawler. She was the Susie. She was
smaller than the Windhover, We went close
enough to hail the men standing knee-deep in the
wash on her deck. It would not be easy to forget
the Susie. I shall always see her, at the moment
when our skipper began to shout through his hands
at her. She was poised askew, in that arrested
instant, on a glassy slope of water, with its crest
foaming above her. Surge blotted her out
amidships, and her streaming forefoot jutted clear.
She plunged then into the hollow between us,
showing us the plan of her deck, for her funnel was
pointing at us. Her men bawled to us. They
said the Susie had sighted nothing.

Our engine bell rang for us to part company.
Our little friend dropped astern. She seemed a
poor little thing, with a squirt of steam to keep
her alive in that stupendous and hurrying world.
A man on her raised his arm to us in salute, and
she vanished.

The talk of our skipper, who began to be
preoccupied and abrupt, veered to the subject of
Joiiah. We should now have been with our fleet,